careless Eye on these common Hieroglyphicks and disdain
to suck Divinity from the flowers of Nature.

SIR THOMAS BROWNE (from Religio Medici}

London, September 24, 1802.
MY DEAR MANNING,
Since the date of my last letter I have been a traveller.
A strong desire seized me of visiting remote regions. My
first impulse was to go and see Paris. It was a trivial
objection to my aspiring mind, that I did not understand
a word of the language, since I certainly intend some
time in my life to see Paris, and equally certainly intend
never to learn the language; therefore that could be no
objection. However, I am very glad I did not go, because
you had left Paris (I see) before I could have set out. I
believe, Stoddart promising to go with me another year
prevented that plan. My next scheme (for to my restless,
ambitious mind London was become a bed of thorns)
was to visit the far-farned peak in Derbyshire, where the
Devil sits, they say, without breeches. This my purer
mind rejected as indelicate. And my final resolve was, a
tour to the Lakes. I set out with Mary to Keswick, with-
out giving Coleridge any notice, for my time, being
precious, did not admit of it. He received us with all the
hospitality in the world, and gave up his time to show
us all the wonders of the country. He dwells upon a small
hill by the side of Keswick, hi a comfortable house, quite
enveloped on all sides by a net of mountains; great
floundering bears and monsters they seemed, all couchant
and asleep. We got in in the evening, travelling in a post-
chaise from Penrith, in the midst of a gorgeous sunshine,
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